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Duff settled himself beside the redhead, cracking the knuckles on each of his hands before stretching his long 
fingers out to full extent. 


Axl looked at the blonde and sneered slightly, but soon looked away in slight shame when the sneer was 


returned with a shy litle grin 

“Sup Axe? Watcha bin up to?" Duff asked, a general disinterest in his voice mixed with a hint of fatigue. 

Axl lay back further in his leather reclining chair and sighed, inspecting the dirt underneath his fingernails, 
"Running around like a fucking..headless chicken," he moaned, tilting his head back and leaving his neck exposed. 
"Ah," Duff nodded slightly, wondering whether he should ask what the redhead had been doing while he was 


running around like a ‘headless chicken, and weighing it with the possibility of whether he could be bothered 
listening to the ranting singer's explanations. In the end, Duff thought it only polite he chose the former. 


"What where you doirt then?" Duff asked, looking around the room for a cigarette and a drink 
| was in a fight," Axl's face turned sour at the memory and his bottom lip quivered. 


Duff's attention was immediately aroused and he stilled his shuffling body, settling down into a comfortable 
seating position, flinging one leg over the other and pulling out a packet of cigarettes that he had found stuffed 
under the couch, along with two dollars and a full can of diet soda. 


"Who's is this?" Duff asked, brow furrowed in a cute type of confusion as he shook the can of soda back and 


forward. 


"| don't know. Probably some bitch that was watching her figure or somethin," Axl suggested, lazily letting his 
arm fall down the side of the armchair and reaching the other one out to grab the soda from Duff's hand. 


Duff willingly let the drink go and crossed his legs on the sofa like a small boy, resting his hands on his knees. 


"Right, spill. Who did you have a fight with?" The blonde asked, staring into Axl's steel eyes with an amazing 


calmness. 


"Duff. | had a fight with Slash, you know it was Slash, it's always him," Axl hissed, fiercely tearing open the tin 
latch and guzzling down the drink 


He didn't drink fizzy drinks very often, but when he did it was always because he was annoyed. He thought the 
bubbles calmed him slightly, when actually they sent him into hysterics. It was always like Axl to think the 
exact opposite of the truth. 


Duff sighed at the familiarity. The fighting between Slash and Axl was always a frequent and somewhat messy 
event in the band's domestic life. Usually the fighting was about band business, disagreements with the music 
or tour dates. But other times the fights would be about something else. Personal differences between the 


two, and they would both say things they always later regretted. 


"And what did you two have a fight about?" The blonde asked, eyes constantly glued to the different flickers 
of emotion in the singer's face, "Was it about the band?" 


Axl looked up into Duff's hazelnut eyes and his tight eyebrows loosened into a frown, the edges of his mouth 
slackening as he dropped the empty can of soda to the ground and shook his head sorrowfully, 


"No, it wasn't," He folded his arms and put his feet up on the coffee table. 
"Well?" Duff pushed, eyes widening slightly and head nodding sympathetically. 


Axl sat in silence for a moment before looking at the blonde and sighing, 


| don't need to explain this," he moaned, pulling himself from his chair and walking over to the door, grabbing 


his coat off the sofa and storming out, leaving Duff behind in the dust. 


The blonde's lips shimmered with a ghost of a smile. He loved to pick up the pieces of a broken relationship. It 
was times like this, when Slash and Axl were hitting a rough patch in they're ‘friendship, when Duff shone out 
against any drug. 


The bassist finished off his cigarette and let the ashes fall to the floor, forgetting to stamp it out before 
grabbing a bottle of JD from Axl's fridge and walked out of the room and down the grubby hotel corridor into 


Slash's room. 
He knocked quietly on the door before letting himself in cautiously. 


Inside the room had been trashed with bottles and newspapers with random dates circled with even and odd 


numbers. It was a ‘Guns rt Roses’ article, and Axl's paranoia was getting a little bit scary. 


| looked further into the vicinities of the room and finally found the guitarist sprawled out limply on the bed, 
face up just staring at the ceiling, not caring that there was glass shrouding the bed and wine staining the 


walls. 


Duff put the bottle of Jack on the bedside cabinet and leant over the curly haired guitarist, staring into his 
big black eyes with quiet wonder. 


He was like a doll, Duff thought. A quiet, little, pretty doll that needed to be played with. 


The blonde brushed a strand of twisted hair away from the golden face and smiled when a grin broke the 


seriousness of Slash's facade. 


The bassist shifted over and gently lowered himself down so that their lips were lightly brushing, giving the 
guitarist the chance to pull away. But Slash never pulled away, and tonight was no exception. 


The guitarist hooped an arm around Duff's neck and pulled him down into a deep, drunkenly passionate kiss. 
They're tongue's were like velvet on satin and whiskey drenched. To Duff, it was all like a case of déja vu. It 


had all happened before and yet it seemed like the first time. 


The blonde stopped reluctantly and pulled away, holding his hand out for Slash to grab. The guitarist waited for 
a while, examining the hand with a critical eye before hauling himself off the bed and grabbing it, pulling Duff 
out of the trashed room and down the hall until they were outside Axl's room. 


Slash twisted and pinned the blonde against the door, biting up his neck until he finally reached the heat of his 
lips. It was all so real and yet it was all like some sort of nightmare to them. Duff and Slash, stuck in an 
endless circle that they've tangled into a web of complete rotation Everything for them will rotate, and the 


same things will happen until they can't keep it up anymore. The same things will happen until Axl catches 
them..but if they're careful, that might not be an issue. And they were always careful. 


Slash and Duff kept they're lips stitched together, dancing against each other for power while Slash's hand 
searched the door for the handle. 


When the skin hit the brass door knob, Slash frantically twisted it and pushed open, causing both of them to 
fall clumsily into the room, just barely stopping each other from falling. 


As they began to start back into they're fight for domination, the room temperature went up, causing each 


man to become sleek with sweat. With each passing second the heat went up and up. 

"Fuck me, is it hot in here?" Duff sighed, they're foreheads pressed against each other intimately. 
"You're hot," Slash breathed, continuing to kiss along the blonde's jaw line. 

"Slash, we're on fire," Duff whispered, craning his neck to look around 

Slash continued to kiss up Duff's neck, "Yes | know." 


"No Slash.literally, we're on fire, the fuckin’ room's on fire!" The bassist tugged on the brunette's shirtsleeve, 
ripping it slightly in a frantic state of shock and running out of the room and down the hallway. 


Slash was left in complete bewilderment, looking at the bright furious flame that was slowly enveloping the 
room. His eyes caught sight of a picture of Axl and him, burring slowly in the flames, curling up and eventually 
disappearing. 


He felt a hand on his, and turned into Duff's scared eyes. He stared at them for a few minutes and breathed 
in deeply, building up all the strength in him and running down the corridor with Duff and into the dining lobby, 


which was dimly lit with twelve crimson red candles. 

In the middle of the grand room, which was filled with numerous tables and chairs and fine silverware, Axl was 
sitting at the piano, frantically tapping the notes up and down the board, hair getting flicked back with a toss 
of his head once and a while. 

Duff dragged Slash over with him to the piano and tried to pull the redhead up, 


"Axl, you're room's on fire, come the fuck onl" Duff yelled, grabbing Axl's arms. 


"My room is WHATI?" Axl screamed, eyes widening and catching the red off the candles, making his eyes seem 


like a demons. 


"It's on fire!" 


"Did you do that to my room?!" Axl turned to face Slash, whose face had turned from lusty eyed, to raging. 
"What the fuck!" Slash hissed through gritted teeth, hands clenching into fists. 

"Listen you two bastards! The hotel is on fire! Where are lz and Steve?" 

Suddenly, there was a loud siren that started sounding. It was the fire alarm. 

We were all lead outside on to the patio where we were all met by Steven and Izzy. 

"You guys okay?" Steven asked, stroking the sides of his arms with his hands. 

Duff nodded along with Slash and Axl, who were both glaring violently at each other. 


Duff wiped at his eyes, trying to hide the tears of pure disbelief. It was his cigarette that had done it. The 


ashes that he never stamped out caused this fire. 


He felt a hand on his, and turned to find Slash staring at him, the glow of the fire emanating from one of the 
top rooms. Very identifiable against the midnight sky. 


He looked around at the tons of gathering people and shook his blonde head. 
"Go talk to Axl," he smiled brightly. 


Slash's eyes narrowed and he turned to face the copper headed boy that was staring up at his burning room 


with disbelief. 

Slash turned to Duff again, squeezing his hand lightly before slowly nodding. 

"Maybe some other night then?" Slash suggested edgily, leaving it open as more of a question. 

Duff stood still for a moment, looking down at the pavement of the hotel and on front of him at the dark 
grass that extended as far as the eye could see. The patio was filled with gathering people that were jabbering 
around the picnic tables about what might have happened. 

He then slowly shook his head, "No..| don't think so," and with that Duff let Slash's hand go, for the final time. 
Slash frowned, "I guess it couldn't last forever." 


Duff stayed silent for a few minutes before finally saying, "Go talk to Axl." 


Slash sighed and without another word walked over to the redhead. This was always the way things ended. Axl 


and Slash would always get back together in the end, proving to Duff that he was only a fling. Something he 
didn't particularly like, but dealt with. 


A few minutes later, Slash and Axl walked off down the hotel garden path together, Slash kicking the ground 
every few minutes while Axl took mild laughing fits, the effects of drinking fizzy drinks. 


Duff smiled at the sight and turned on his heel, folding his arms and walking in the opposite direction from the 
two soul mates, because that's the direction he felt he was going in reality. He felt a grave detachment from 
Axl and Slash, because he knew that sometimes he wasn't wanted in their world. It was okay..he could more- 


or-less deal with it. 


Then again, nobody likes to feel second best. 


